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Govind & Meghna 
my love and blessings to you 


Constellations have watched 
their journey so far, 
And witnessed their love 
Set etched in time ... 

Now it brings them to a threshold 
from where their destinies are one 
As they brace their commitment 
for the rest of their lives. 
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Foreword 

‘So many summers, and I have lived them too.’ This line from 
Norman MacCraig's poem ‘So Many Summers’, seems to be a 
reflection of my mind today. Needless to say, both my mind 
and body have traversed many a distance, mentally and 
physically, but there are no regrets, no moments that I would 
not want to relive. 

The most exciting moments in my life, even more than the 
release of my films, have been when I have seen my poetry in 
print. This present anthology is dear to me for more reasons 
than one. Iam now at a new, exciting and peaceful crossroad 
of my life. Meghna, whom Raakhee and I nurtured, and 
lovingly call Bosky, is to be a bride in the coming year. This 


book is dedicated to her and Govind. 


xiii 
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The second and more professional reason is that I had the 
opportunity to work with J P Das, whom 1 fondly call JPda, a 
doyen of Oriya poetry and one of the very few ‘true?’ poets 
on the scene today. His enthusiasm was very infectious and I 
had to work doubly hard to keep pace with him. Sanjana is 
the custodian of my poems. I have loved to share this love 
for poetry with her. Poetry has and always will remain my 
‘real’ passion. It is in poetry that I find true meaning which 
urges me on through some turbulent moments in life. 


Poetry is my life line. 


Xv 
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Poem 


15 


The time draws close 
for Bosky’s marriage. 


Something leaves my body, 
something sinks in my soul. 


Am I sad? 
Am I serene? 
I do not know. 


Is it the dawn 
before daybreak? 
Is it the dusk 
before the sunset? 
I do not know. 


As I go along 
I keep thinking, 
after the next bend 
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16 


she will take a turn 
and head towards 
the rising Sun. 


Pll walk on, 

all alone, 

till I merge 

into the setting sun. 
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In the street 


When it rains, 

water grows feet. 

It runs through street 
bouncing off walls, 
bumping into doorposts, 
like jubilant boys 
coming home 

after winning a match. 


When the boys come home 
after winning a match, 
they run through the streets 
bouncing off walls, 
bumping into doorposts. 
Like the jubilant water. 


17 
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Landscape 


On a distant 

desolate shore 

close to a young palm tree, 
stands another aged one, 
wrapped in rags 

of dusty times. 

Breaking the silence 

of centuries, 

the old palm tree 

bends and whispers 

to the young one: 

It is cold and lonesome. 
Why don't you say something? 


18 
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Land of rums 


19 


It has been a long time 
since I lost my way 
in the land of ruins. 


The gravestones 

of ancient nights 
have fallen away. 
The crosses of days 
lie broken in pieces. 
Ashes scatter all over 
from the cold pyres 
of the crimson Sky. 
Time lies crushed. 
Golden ages grounded 
into dust heaps. 


It has been a long time 
since I lost my way 
in the land of ruins. 
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It is here 

that henna has fallen 
from the holy hands. 
Broken flames 

have gone to rust; 
lights on the forehead 
have burnt out; 

blank pages of faces 
lie open and torn. 
Eyes blotted out. 


It has been a long time 
since I lost my way 
in the land of ruins, 


where the meaning of life 


had quietly fallen 
and was 
irretrievably lost. 
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Paintin 
I When the night 
was in slumber, 
I kindled a sun 
with fiery red hues 
on the virgin white 
of a canvas. 


By the morning 
the canvas had 
burnt to cinders; 
I only found 
ashes strewn 


all across the room. 


21 
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Wanderer 


A homeless wanderer 
roams the city 
straying from door to door. 


He carries a few twigs, 
an ear of corn, 

a few drops of tears, 
some silent sighs 

and a lump of earth 
for his own grave— 
all with a vain hope 
of a destination. 


If only 
I had your shoulders 
to lean on. 


22 
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Knots 


Dear weaver, 
teach me the skill 
of weaving. 


I have often 

seen you 

busy with warp and weft, 
tying up broken yarns, 
joining loose ends 

and continuing to weave. 
No one can detect 

the knots 

in the woven fabric. 


Once, I too had woven 

a relationship. 

But sadly, dear weaver, 
all the knots in the fabric 
stick out, 

for all to see. 


23 
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Emergency 


24 


Why did the moon hide inside 
the soiled bundle of clouds? 


The moment it was gone, 
darkness revealed its claws. 
Innocent wayfarers 

walking through the forest 
shrieked in terror. 

Why did the moon hide inside 
the soiled bundle of clouds? 


The moment it was gone, 
the vampires came down 
from the branches of trees; 
sinking their teeth 

into the necks 

of the wayfarers. 
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The vampires said, 
To cross the forest 
you have to pay with blood. 


Why did the moon hide inside 
the soiled bundle of clouds? 


The moment it was gone, 
the wayfarers 

of the blood splattered night 
knelt and cried, 

Pray, give us light. 


They looked skyward. 
From inside the bundle, 
the moon struck out a hand 
with a flashing dagger. 
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Riots 


26 


They were not men 
who got killed 

in the communal riots. 
They were mere names. 


No heads were slain. 
They were merely caps 
with heads inside. 


And the red stream 
that you see flowing 
down the street, 

is merely blood 
spilling from 
slaughtered voices. 
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Newspaper 


Day after day 

I soak in blood. 

It dries on my body. 

I try to scratch out 

the crusts of dried blood 
but only peel off my skin. 
I am left with 

the raw smell of blood 
and dark patches. 


The newspaper 
drops at my doorstep 


every morning. 


Soaked in blood. 


27 
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Refugee 


28 


Pull out the city 

from its very roots. 
Gather up the roads, 
roll up the streets. 
Raze to the ground 
the fancy tableau 

of the cityscape. 

No one has yet 

built a shelter 

with brick and mortar. 


The soul has found 
a warm shelter 

in the soothing touch 
of your hand. 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


Playmates 


We were refugees 
on the run. 


My mother had worn 
and packed 

all her ornaments. 

I had hidden 

a rag doll and a top 
tucked in my pyjamas. 
Holding the hand 

of my sister, 

just six years old, 

we had left the village 
in the dead of the night. 
We were refugees 

on the run. 


Passing through forests 
of blazing fire, 
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scaring screams, 
smoldering smoke, 

our hands were tearing 
at the entrails 

of the storm. 


Mother vomited blood. 
To my horror, 

my sister’s hand 

had slipped out of mine. 
That moment 

I left 

my childhood behind. 


When I look back 

at the wastelands 

of silent borders, 

I see a rag doll dancing. 
And a top spinning. 
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The Hunt 
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It is dusk now. 

All day long 

the deer has been 
stalking the jungle 
like an apparition. 
My arrows have 
grazed past his neck. 
He is as alert 

as I am vigilant. 


A flitting glimpse, 
and he vanishes 
behind the trees. 
When I reach there, 
he is gone. 

1 sight him next 

on a distant knoll 

or across the spring. 
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He keeps an eye on me 
even as I vow 

not to lose sight of him. 
And I wonder— 

Who chases who? 

Who is the hunter and 
who the hunted? 


In the morning 

when I had entered the jungle, 
1 was sure I would 

march back to the city 

with the playful deer 
stretched like a flag 

on the point of my spear. 


But as the day 
nears its end, 
I now have a dread 
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in my heart. 

May be, after all, 
it is the deer 

who will march 

to his lair 

with my body 
pinned to his horns. 
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Distance 
The pillow flaunts 


the impression 
you left behind, 
when your head 
rested on it. 


The bedsheets 
still retain 

the fragrance 
of your body. 


My hands tingle 

at the memory 

of your touch. 

My forehead carries 
the seal of your lips. 


How can I see you 
when you are 
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one with me? 
Move away a bit, 
so that I can 
hold your face 


in my eager eyes. 
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Rain 
Beyond the closed panes 
past the window, 
it keeps raining 
on the green trees, 
on the thick branches, 
on the frail flowers. 
Endlessly, silently. 


Like your memory 
which keeps raining 
beyond voices, faces, 
and activity around 

at the back of my mind. 
Endlessly, silently. 
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The Knock 
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It was early morning 
when I opened the door 


to the knocking of a dream. 


I found familiar faces. 
Some guests had come 
from across the border. 
I welcomed them 
and seated them 
in the courtyard. 


Il baked makai-ki-roti 
on the tandoor 

to serve them, 

with the gur they had 
brought with them. 


When I opened my eyes, 
there was no one 
in the house. 
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But then, 

1 touched the tandoor, 
and found it warm. 
There was a taste of gur 
lingering on my lips. 


Was it a dream? 

It must be. 

I learnt, 

that last night 

there was firing 

on the border. 

I learnt, 

that last night 

some dreams were shot dead. 
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Friend 
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I had spent the day 
friendless, lonely and sad, 
a stranger to myself. 


After drowning the day 
on the sea shore, 

1 walked back 

to my empty house 

on the deserted street. 


The moment 

Il opened the door, 
the book on my table 
flipped its pages 
and said: 

Friend, 

Where were you 

for so long? 
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Choices 


In the wilderness 

of my muddled mind, 

demons of everyday problems, 
hound the poor poem. 


Wrapped in her tattered rags 
the poem comes to me, 
panting and dazed, 

asking for shelter. 


Ah! 
the demons of everyday problems, 
and the honour of a poor poem. 
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Earrings 
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In the azure 

dome of the night, 
someone is playing 
on the tanpura. 


The river 

of translucent glass 
clinks against the banks. 
The reverberation 


goes on forever. 


As the lamps stare 
with blinking eyes, 
chandeliers hum 
a heavenly tune. 


I have plucked your voice 
and worn it on my ears 
like a pair of earrings. 
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Anijal 


When the telephone rang 
at midnight, 

I tore myself 

out of the coverlet of sleep. 


From the hazy other end, 

an unfamiliar voice 

drifted down to ask, 

Are you the poet 

who writes poems for Sona? 
What if my name be Sona too? 


After a long tenuous silence 
she said, 

Please write a poem for me. 
Weave me into 

a small verse of yours, 

in the name of Anjal. 

May be this is my last night, 
and this, my last wish. 


42 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


43 


I put down the phone 
and went back 
to my tattered sleep. 


After all these years, 
when I remember that night, 
my eyes cover with mist. 


It was only much later 

that I had discovered, 

dear Anjal, 

that you used to 

sprinkle my poems on the fire 
of your cancer. 

You had hoped 

pain would cure pain. 
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Sky at sunset 


Standing on the seashore, 

I have always seen 

the molten red-gold hues 
of the evening 

dissolve in the dusty waters. 


Standing on the seashore, 
Il have always thought 
that sometimes 

I’d collect in my palms 
the glow of sunset, 

and ever so stealthily 
paint your cheeks with 
the molten red-gold hue 
of the evening. 
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Battle 
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Red blood drips 

from the sun’s wounds 

and flows from the horizon 
unto these silent shores. 

The sun’s rays take in the dust, 
shadows flee. 

In a while 

the moon’s flag of victory 
will flutter in the sky. 


Once again, 

the night has 
won the battle. 
Once again, 

I have lost today. 
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Barren woman 
No sparks fly 


in the frigid body. 
Sighs emanate 

from the throat 

like snapped threads. 


Bubbles congeal 

in the ice-cold blood. 
Sleep has frozen 

in the stony eyes. 

The numb night beside me 
lies like a log of wood. 


No sparks fly 

in my frigid body. 

It must have been 

a barren woman 

who gave birth to me. 
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House 


In the rolling valley 
beyond the empty spaces 
where misty winds rule, 
stands the rickety house 
which I inherited. 


Plaster peels off the walls 
like scabs from healing wounds. 
The pillars stand exhausted 
on their aging feet. 

Bricks hang loose 

like worn-out teeth. 
Windows sit askance 

like twisted limbs, 

their glass panes 

cracked and hazy. 

Once they opened 

into the skies. 
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Now they won’t open, even 
into the stifling room. 


Surrounded by soiled clouds 
and tattered winds, 

this is the house 

my ancestors had built. 

And I am destined 

to live in it. 
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Eyes 
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It is in your eyes 

that the morning 
dawns on the horizon. 
It is in your eyes 

that the night 

shuts like an oyster. 


Your eyes — 
are they two devotees 
kneeling in prayer? 


When you raise your eyes, 
your look resonates 

the wet sound of temple bells. 
When you lower your eyes, 
now sad and pensive, 

the call for prayer ends. 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


5୦ 


Your eyes — 

are the genesis of creation. 
Your eyes — 

are the absolute meaning of life. 
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Refuge 


I have been wandering 

in space, 

among the stars and planets 
like a beam of light 

caught in dust and smoke. 
I have been wandering 

for ages 

like a tumbling moment 
torn out of time. 


I found my homeland, 
but continued to wander 
looking for the alley. 
When I found the alley, 
I wandered around 
looking for the house. 

I have now lost myself 
wandering the expanse 
of your body and soul. 
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Hold me with your eyes, 
support me with a kiss. 
If I am born of you, 
may be, 

Ill find a refuge. 
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The poet who was 


He was a quiet soul. 

He spoke incoherently. 
With his eyes on his ears 
he could hear the sound 


of mute silences. 


He would gather 

the shadows of the moon 
and drops of dewy light. 
He rustled in his palms 
dry leaves of the night. 
He would pluck moments, 
raw and ripe, 

from the forest of time. 


Yes, the strange poet 
would wake up in the night 
and crawl up to kiss the moon. 
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He fell off the moon 
and died. 

Some say, 

he committed suicide. 
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Burial 
How quietly 


some people die here. 
In their cold bodies, 
curled up inside 
dark, dingy graves! 
There are no sighs, 

no sobs, no movement. 


How quietly 

some people die here. 

They spare others 

the trouble of burying them! 
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Body 
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Cold islands of clouds 
float in the sky. 

The fire red horizon 
melts into the stream. 


Space stretches itself. 
Sunk in your arms, 

I float free. 

A hundred bodies 


have flown out of me. 


Il am unhooked 
from the burden of the body. 
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Past 
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This was the bedchamber 

of His Majesty the king, 

said the guide. 

Over here were beds 
studded with gems. 

On these windows 

used to hang 

curtains made of pearls. 
Count the holes 

on the ceiling; 

From them hung 

nine hundred and thirty-five 
chandeliers 

which shone throughout the 
night. 


And what nights! 
There were festivities 
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of poetry, wine and dance, 

on an expanse of 

expensive carpets 

rought from Iran, laden on 
seven hundred and twelve camels. 


The days and nights 

of the palace resounded 
with peals of laughter, 
like melodious notes 
from the tanpura. 
Those were the days. 


The guide moved on, 
dragging behind him 
the flock of tourists. 
I stayed back. 
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All alone. 

With only the screeching 
of a lonely cricket 

to keep me company. 
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Damp 
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It has been raining 
since morning 
in a monotone. 


Sad and gloomy. 


The sky drips, 

drop by drop. 

The spray hangs 

like a soaked scarf. 
Everything is heavy 

with dense dampness. 
Moist memories 

of dejected moments 
keep dripping 

from the drenched mind. 
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It is only 

in the fatigued body, 
that my breath 
stokes a flaming fire. 
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Another day 


An empty carton — 
opened and ripped, 
slammed against the wall. 
Frayed and frazzled, 
beaten up, kicked about, 
trashed and wrecked. 

An empty carton. 


Like an empty day — 
useless, colourless, 
meaningless, nameless. 
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The Moon 
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This music session 

is long since over. 

The instruments 

have covered their faces 
and gone to sleep. 
Cobwebs of darkness 


hang from the canopy. 


The patch of moon clings 
to the skirt of the night. 
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Hope 


When the arid desert 
gets a heavy downpour 
from a cloudburst, 

the sands quiver for long 


in a tingling passion. 


With a feeble hope 

that the barren desert 

might some day, 

sprout a sapling 

and bloom with motherhood. 
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Bonfire 
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A cold wind blew 
throughout the night 
as we kept 

the bonfire alight. 
All night long. 


I collected dry branches 
from the past. 

You picked up the leaves 
of spent moments. 

I took out 

my withered poems. 
You opened 

the faded letters. 

1 wiped off 

worn out lines 

from my palm. 

You brushed away 
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the dried wetness 
from your eyes. 
Whatever emerged, 
we consigned 

to the flaming bonfire. 


We blew into the flames 

of our bodies. 

All night long. 

To keep the bonfire burning. 


All night long. 
We warmed 
our waning relationship. 
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Poem 


A poem is entangled 

in the heart. 

Lines trapped on the lips, 
words flit about 

like butterflies — 

they do not settle down 
on the page. 


I have been here 

for a long time, my love, 
having written your name 
on the blank page. 


Isn’t the poem done? 
Can there be 


a better poem 
than your name itself! 
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Permanence 


68 


Nothing, but nothing 
is forever. 


Days and nights 

fall like dice 

on the chausar. 

Months and years, 

slip through one’s fingers 
like sand. 

All is but a play 

of light and shade. 
Nothing, but nothing 

is permanent. 


I am, the only one. 
Permanent. 
Who keeps changing, 


every moment. 
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Last Night 
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Last night 

dewdrops fell 

in a slow mist 

on the closed lips 
of the delicate buds. 


In the intimate 

bed of flowers, 

under the scarf 

of the blue night, 

the dewdrops gave wings 
to fairy tales. 

A pair of twin souls 
swimming in the gentle 
chaos of the heart, 
weighing the sky 

on their delicate wings. 
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Last night, 
it was a full moon. 


Last night, 
dreams were luminous. 


Last night, 
I was with you. 
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Ecstasy 
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When two balmy bodies 

lay together in a close embrace; 
When breath entangled 

in whispers of eager lips; 

When cold rain lashed 

the far away shores; 

When only souls 

were awake; 

Where was I? 

Where were you? 
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Messiah 
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When my shoulders stoop 
on this long journey; 
When I grow weary 
walking steep slopes; 
When my breath falters 
tangled in the heart; 
When I! am afraid 

I will collapse; 


My littie poem 
appears before me, 
holds my hands 

and says: 

Poet dear, 

Come, 

lean on my shoulders, 
Ill carry your burden. 
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Bosky — 1991 
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I did not see Time 
come and go. 

I did not see 
Time passing by. 
I did not see 

Its revealing face. 
I only saw It 
piled on Itself. 


Maybe It had come 
tiptoeing like dreams. 

Even my thoughts 

didn’t realise Its presence. 
When Its eyes dawned 

1 kissed It 

without knowing who It was. 


I had heard Its 
hesitant footfalls 
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in the baby’s prattle. 

I had seen It when the baby 
cut her milk teeth. 

Lying there, wrapped in silk, 
I did not realise 

it was Time piling up. 


When I took her 

out of the cradle 

and put her on the bed; 
When I touched her 

with a lullaby on my lips; 
When bangles changed 
continuously on her wrists; 
When books passed 
through her hands; 

I did not know 

Time was piling up. 
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I did not see Time 
come and go, 
I did not see 


Time passing by. 


I only saw It 

piling up. 

This year, 

Bosky will be eighteen. 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


Untitled 


I take the beatings of memory. 
It lashes me 
whenever It finds me alone. 


When the sky shuts down in 
the night, 

merciless memories tie me 
with chains of pain 

and choke me 

in the liquid darkness. 


I did not know, 

desire captures and auctions 
slaves. 

I am a slave of my own memories. 


° I am an Urdu poet, but 1 do try and write in Bengali sometimes, 
since I love that language. The above is a translation of one of my 
Bengali pocms. Ferhaps 1 could title it ... let it be. 
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Sunshme 
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A golden sun shines 
on floating islands 
in the cosmos. 

The rarefied mist 
has slipped aside. 
Your face 

quivers in my palms. 
The morning cupped 
in my hands. 

A soft refulgence 
courses through 

my whole being. 


I have drunk in 

the drops of light, 
which had slipped 
from your radiant soul 
and suffused your lips. 
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Space Travel 


A million suns 

strewn like fireflies 

in the flood 

of fumes. 

A silent firmament 

of cold quivering space. 
Distances spanned 

in light years. 


The space traveller 

of Pioneer-10 

flits through the universe; 
Gathering pictures 

of flashing galaxies 

and stacking them. 


Like the poet, 
who traverses the cold 
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human spaces; 
Gathering pictures 
of flashing life 
and writing them. 
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Stranger 
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I come back. 
A stranger 
to myself. 


My soul is frightened, 
desires scared, 
dreams bruised. 
Longings have 
smothered their flame. 


Who was it 

I went seeking 
that I come back 
a stranger 

to myself? 
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Season 
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When the snow melts 
and the mist clears 
from the valleys, 
seeds will 

open their eyes. 
Green will flow 
down the slopes. 


Look carefully 

at the spring; 

You will find remnants 
of the season gone by. 
In the sad eyes 

of tender shoots 


the wetness of tears lingers on. 
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Counsel 
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This poet, 

my twin, 

has poured into my heart 
sands of moonlight. 

He has bitten into my soul. 
Clawed into my breath. 
And poured boiling brine on me. 
He professed: 

Pain gives 

Sight. 

Enlightenment. 


Panicked at his pain. 
He tells me now: 
Come, 

let’s commit suicide. 
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In Custody 
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When I entered the city, 
the evening was hazy. 
Time had gone stale. 


Silence draped the walls. 
The streets wore 

not even a shadow. 

There was neither light 
nor darkness. 

Doors were locked, 

and windows shut. 

Stale crumbs of time 

lay scattered in the lanes. 


I roamed the city 
street after street 
and called at each door: 
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Is anybody there? 
Is anybody home? 
But no one appeared. 
Nobody answered. 


All of a sudden 

the city has woken up. 
Its many voices 

have taken me captive. 
Il am 

a prisoner of voices 
nowl 
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Promise 
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A poem 
has a date with me. 


When pain sleeps easy 

in my sinking pulse 

the pale-faced moon 
touches the horizon. 

When day sinks into the sea, 
the night is washed ashore. 


In the twilight hour, 
when the body retires, 


and the soul breathes free: 


A poem 
has a date with me. 
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Companion 


Have you seen the old tree 
at the street corner? 

He’s a friend. 

I’ve known Him for ages. 


When I was young 

1 used to climb on His shoulders 

to steal a fruit. 

Once 1 stepped on His aching limb 
and He had thrown me off. 

In rage, 1 had thrown stones at Him. 


On my wedding, 
He had given the firewood 
for the havan. 
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When my wife was pregnant, 
He tossed green mangoes to her 
whenever she craved for them. 


I felt jealous, 

when my wife whispered to my 
child 

he was born of the tree 

and she had plucked him off it. 


With time 

He has grown old 
and lost all his leaves. 
Whenever I pass by 
He teases me: 

So, you too have lost 
all your hair! 
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The city-planners 
are cutting down 
the old tree. 


1 have no courage 


to cross the street corner 
and face Him. 
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Night 
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Without a sigh. 
Without a smile. 
Without a flutter. 
The night flies past. 


The sky slides out, 

the river floats away. 

The moon keeps withering 
in the dust of silence. 


You too, I wish, 

would wake up for once 
and see how it feels 

on such nights 

of separation! 
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Compose a Poem 


Let us compose a poem. 
Let the surging pain 
swell the eyes. 

Let the lancet touch 
the aching veins. 

Let us turn 

a lapsed crossing 

and call a namesake. 


Let us compose a poem. 
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Suvarna 
Flying across the sky 


1 saw the twin towns of night. 
Behind the haze 

the twin islands of slumber, 
Suvarna’s twin eyes 

dark and deep 

like those of Bonolata Sen. 


Flying across the sky 

I met her on flights 
stitching the two cities; 
knitting the edges of night. 


Her eyes — 

glide like two night birds. 
Float on the milkyway 
like two night sisters. 
Suvarna’s eyes 

dark and deep 

like those of Bonolata Sen. 
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Come down 

sometime, Suvarna, 

from the pressurised heights. 
And touch the Earth. 


The Earth too — 
has deep oceans 
though not as dark 
as the eyes 

of Bonolata Sen. 


* ‘Bonolata Sen' is the well-known poem by the famous Bengali poet, 
Jeebanananda Dash. 
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Little girl night 
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The little girl night 

has escaped the sky, 
through the thick foliage, 
sidling along 

the walls of the city, 

to go to the fair. 


The little girl night 
holds in her fist 
the shiny gold coin 
of the moon. 


If only I could 
hold her hand 

and take her 

to the morning fair, 
and buy her toys. 
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Lullaby 


When the golden flamingoes 
settle down 
on the branch of the horizon; 


When the evening 
leans on your shoulders; 


When lamps open 
their pensive eyes; 


Cover your face 

with veil of hayaa. 

I will cajole you 

to uncover it. 

I will place 

the roses of your lips 

on my eyes 

and repeat my dreams 
of the day 

in the dreamlit night. 
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The pure one 
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Remove all traces 
of your being. 
Not a movement 
be felt 

when you move. 


When you rise, 
not a leaf 
should stir; 
Not a rustle 

be heard. 


Take care, 

no stain, no wrinkle 

of life 

should go with 

the spotless, holy death. 
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Rite of passage 
Breathing is a habit. 


Living, a ritual. 


The soundless body. 
The shadowless eyes. 
The numb feet 

keep walking. 
Endlessly. 

Years and centuries 


pass by. 


What a strange thing 
this habit of living is. 
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Dreams 
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Walk gently. 
Step with care. 
Let there be 

no echoes 

of your footfall. 


Fragile dreams 
are scattered 
in silences. 


Walk gently. 
Do not wake up 


the sleeping. 


Dreams die 
when they wake up. 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


Amen 


Give everything away — 
Ideas, breath, vision, thoughts. 
Peel off words from the lips, 
and sounds from the tongue. 
Wipe off 

the lines from the palms. 
Give up your ego, 

for you are not yourself. 


Take off 
the body beautiful 
from your soul. 


Finish your prayers, 
say Amen! 
And surrender the soul. 
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Branches 


୨୨ 


The plant was green 
with healthy branches. 
Well looked after, 
nursed and nourished, 
but never flowering. 


Years later, 

my gardener complained. 
It didn’t grow into a tree, 
and pulled it out. 

Its roots had spread 

all across the garden. 


Like a relationship 

whose boughs were green, 
but never flowering. 
Never bearing fruits. 
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Parting 


A string snaps 

from a sitar. 

A silken thread 

cuts the finger. 
Something ruptures 
somewhere in my heart, 
when I break myself 
out of your sight. 


Heart-breaking 
is the moment 
of parting from you. 
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Drop by drop 
The lump of your grief 
I had placed on my tongue 
has started melting. 


I live drop by drop 

as the sorrow flows 
down my throat. 

VIl take my last breath 
with the final drop. 
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Urge 


I get an urge, sometimes 
to fling a stone at the sun, 
break it into pieces 

and splash it over the sky. 


I get an urge, sometimes 
to clamp a hook, 
tear open the sky 
and see what lies behind. 


May be, there is 
another sky 
lurking behind this one. 
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The lake at night 


The lake at night; 

Sad, pious, and peaceful. 
There are no ripples. 
There is no reflection. 

A pain in deep sleep. 


Like Mary in Piefta, 

A face is taken off; 

the feel of a face remains. 
The lake at night. 
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Drawing 
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Do not erase these lines, 
let them be. 

My child 

has drawn them, 

with her little pink hands. 
Curved and curly. 


What if the lines 
do not make a form? 


In these lines, 

I see my child’s hands. 
In these lines, 

I see myself. 
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Images 


We were in the hall 
watching the film. 
The actors seemed 
alive and real. 


They were larger than life. 
With eloquent words, 
profound thoughts 

and heroic deeds. 


We were actors. 

You took the lover’s hand 
and bestowed life 

on his chest 

with a drop of tear. 


There was a thunderous 
applause. 
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How real the actors 

on the screen. 

How false the two images 
sitting in the hall. 
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Portents 
Tonight again, 
the moon’s forehead 
is full of fumes. 


Tonight again, 
PII have to burn 
in the fragrant dark. 


Tonight again, 

the pent-up breaths 
jammed in the chest 
will burst and splatter. 


Tonight again 
Ill stay awake. 


Dreaming of you. 
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Crossroads 
Roads, lazy and brisk 


leave this crossroads; 
Some go towards 
rocky mansions, 
others to glass houses 
and nests of straw. 


A road to the desert 

winds into a whirlwind. 
Another descends faltering 
into the valley of death. 

A road enters the jungle 
bruised in brambles. 

Yet another rushes and jumps 
into the unknown space. 


I am at the crossroads 
from where the roads lead 
every which way. 
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Shade 


I walked in the shade 
protecting myself, 
for I wanted 

to give my soul, 

a body. 

Without blemishes. 
Without scars. 

A body, 

not scorched in heat; 
A body, 

without wounds. 
Without pain. 


I wanted my soul 

to wear a body 

of a soft and radiant 
virgin morning. 
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But, only when I passed 
through the blazing noon 
of pain 

my soul could find 

some shade. 


Strange is the kinship 
of pain and solace — 
You find shade 
only in the sun. 
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Letdown 
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My body rattles 

made of bamboo shoots 
tied with splinters. 

If a string snaps 

or a knot gives way, 
the body’s frame 

will fall to pieces. 


Poor soull 

It had mistaken 

my body for a flute 
and had entered 

to play a melody. 
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My shadow and! 


We have separated, 
my shadow and lI. 


He complained, 
I chose to walk 
in the dark 

to wipe Him off. 


My complaint: 

In light, when 1 need 

no company, 

He appears to please me. 
In dark, when I need 
solace 

He disappears. 


We have separated 
my shadow and 1. 
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Model 
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If the back had been bare, 
the clothes tattered and torn, 
the lips parched 

and the body starved; 

If it had shown red 

where the scab was peeled, 
then, 

this picture of the poor 
would have sold for sure. 
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Morning 
By the time I get up, 


rub my eyes, arrange my hair, 
and smoothen the folds 

on my crumpled covering, 

I find the pretty girl morning 
already there 

with her saree edge 

tucked at her waist 

priming to clamour with mel 
This naughty, playful 

pretty girl morning. 
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Lonely 


The path runs 

straight and open. 

There are no trees for shade, 
no walls for support. 

No eyes stare. 

No faces whisper. 

There is no one. 

No ome at all. 


You may find 

a few footprints 

for a few steps, 

but those would soon 

be gone, whispering: 
Walk alone 

with your own loneliness; 
No one will go with you. 
No one at all. 


The path runs 
straight and open. 
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Splinter 


A piece of a poem 
drifts in my breath. 
All day long. 


I rolled it in my mouth, 
it cut my tongue. 

I held it in my teeth 

it bruised my lips 

like a splinter of glass. 
I can neither swallow it 
nor throw it out. 


A piece of a poem 
drifts in my breath. 
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Separation 
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You gathered the night 
in your arms and 
clasped it to your breast. 
You sang lullabies, 

told stories, 

and put it to sleep. 


You spoilt the night 
by pampering it. 


Without you, now 
the night sobs 
alone in the bed. 
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Evenmg 


Grief settles on me, 

when the evening shadows 
stop in the forest 

and look back 

at the forlorn trail, 

as the dust sprawls 

in the fading light. 
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Stramed note 
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The notes are the same. 
The music is the same. 
The same riot of colours. 


The same spreading fragrance. 


Dew drops still 

cling to the branches. 
The breeze tiptoes 

across the leaves. 

Boughs lean over the lake 
to see their reflection. 


Yet, there is 

another note, 

the note of silence 
suspended from your voice. 
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Silence 


Windows are shut. 

Walls are numb. 

The sullen doors 

look the other way. 

All the sounds of the day 
are buried under the floor. 
The world is locked 

in a somber silence. 


The night is 

on its last breath. 

Just a drop of your voice 
may breathe life in it. 
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Moonlight 


In the forest 

on a fullmoon night 

when moonlight drizzles, 
sequins jingle in the leaves. 


In the forest 

on a fullmoon night, 
await and listen 

under the sheesham tree. 
Someone calls your name 
in a sad, moist voice. 


Since how many centuries, 
has the voice of moonlight 
been looking for you? 
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Limelight 
Stars stay suspended 
from the sky. 
Sparks circle around 
the pupils of my eyes. 
Sticky spots of light 
enshrined on my vision. 
As I shut my eyes, 
slivers of light 
prick my eyelids. 


Put me in the lap 
of velvet darkness. 
Put a patch 

of dense darkness 
on my open eyes, 
lest I be blinded 
by the boiling lava 
of Iuminous light. 
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Bubble 
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Man is a bubble 

on the surface of water: 
It bursts. 

It sinks. 

It comes up. 

It floats again. 


Neither the ocean 
can swallow it, 


nor history break it. 


On the waves of time 
he is ever floating 
like a water bubble. 
The eternal man. 
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Stuck 


Find a tool. 
Find a way. 


I don’t know 

what is stuck; 

I don’t know 

what is jammed. 

The night does not close, 
the day does not open. 


Find a tool. 
Find a way. 
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Mornin 
9 Your arms lie tangled 
like the jumbled lines 
of a poem. 
PH open them. 
PI kiss your eyelids 
still brimming with sleep. 


Pli brush aside 
the strand of hair 
at prayer on your lips. 


Pil place my lips 
on your ears and call you: 
Shona, O Shonal 


When you open your eyes, 
light will dawn 

on distant lakes. 

It will be morning. 
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Flame 
In the still of the night 


my body burns to touch yours 
1 raise my hands 
to hold the flame of your curves. 


My breathing snaps 
like strands of thread. 


My crying arms ache 
in their futile search. 


In the still of the night 

I have thought often, 

1 would pour 

my burning body on yours 
and immerse this fire 

in the fire of the soul. 
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Beauty 
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When you appear, 
dressed in white 

on the sea shore 

on a fullmoon night, 
the cross will fall 

from Christ’s hands. 
The Buddha will blink 
in His meditation. 

Your presence will stun 


even Him. 


When you appear 
all in white 


on a fullmoon night. 
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Realisation 


You are mine. 
That is all 1 know. 


Among a swarm of eyes 

ice cold and smouldering; 
Your face caught in 

a multitude of prying looks. 


Involved, entangled, 
scared, withdrawn and coy. 


You are mine, 
that is all 1 know. 
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Kiss 
Just a kiss, 
light and quick. 
And then a long one. 


Clusters of stars sink 

in the blue of the horizon. 
Planets stop in their orbits 
rotating in the sky. 

The long journey of time 
comes to a final halt. 

A decanted drop of dew 
hovers on the lips of a bud. 


A long kiss from your lips. 
A close embrace of your arms. 
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This day 


Covered in dirt and dust, 
fatigued and frazzled. 
Wrapped in noise, 

short of breath. 

Ruffled, scorched, faded, 
Hurried and hassled. 
Bumping against walls. 


Before the night comes, 
let this day collapse, 
and meet its end. 

On some cold seasrhore. 


When night comes, 
it will rake 


my wounds again. 
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Mask 


In the naked sun, 
I buy and sell 
and whip the slaves. 


I laugh aloud 
as I auction myself 
to please my master. 


All day long 

I make bargains. 
I compromise. 
But in the solitude 
of the night, 

I hide my face 
and keep crying. 


I am many in one. 
Many diverse faces, 
hidden in my own. 
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Self 
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Shining and jingling 
these coins are struck 
with the faces 

of a king or queen. 
Their status 

on the flip side. 
These coins, 

legal tender, 

are much in demand. 


Hold on for dear life, 
to the face of yourself. 
If that is erased, 

you would be discarded 
like a counterfeit coin. 
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Moment 
On the tall dome 


of the steely sky, 
there hangs a sphere of fire. 


It takes long spells 
to melt down, 
a single drop of molten fire. 


When the drop falls, 

an echo resounds in space. 
Torn from Time 

another moment. 

Fiery and molten, 

falls freel 
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Funeral 
A dead body lies 


on a white bed. 


Pallbearers have left 
not bothering to bury it. 


When they return 
to own the body 
and bury it, 

then only 

will I rest in peace. 
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Mischief 


Stand on my shoulders 
and with your mischievous lips, 
kiss the moon’s chin. 


The mischievous moon 
has come down crawling, 
to be close to us tonight. 
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Autumn Moon 


Yellow leaves 
drop on my lawn. 
It is autumn. 


From my roof top 
I watch the moon, 
now yellow and pale. 


Will it fall 
on my lawn 
like the peepul leaf? 
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Noon 
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It is a desolate noon 
of the screaming sun. 


A fire-tongued demon 
licks the sky. 

On the withered tree, 
the lone kite 

balances its wings. 

Its dry eyes survey 
the mirthless space: 
Where to? For whom? 
For whom? 


It is a desolate noon 
of the screaming sun. 
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Balloon 


The sun is a balloon 
resting on the pointed 
peak of the mountain. 
Like a ball balanced 
on a juggler’s finger. 


If you blow, 

it will fall into the sea. 
If you prick it, 

it will burst. 


Another burning day 
would be gone in a whiff. 
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